Returning to Realism
somewhat reluctant to grant that these people were disabled
by forces outside themselves. Take, for example, the case of
Adam Weirauch, who lost many friends fighting for Altgeld,
and lost his slaughter-house with the rise of the house of
Armour. Weirauch entered politics and was elected to the
legislature, but he sold his vote on a street-car franchise, and
was caught. He ends up asking whether it was Armour, Alt-
geld or himself that ruined him. The book has none of Lind-
say's easy optimism. On the contrary, Masters appears to suck
a bitter pleasure from the contemplation of those ugly, petty,
sordid dramas which made up, for the most part, the life of
Spoon River. Mrs, Kessler, who supported her family by tak-
ing in washing, learned people's secrets from their curtains,
bedspreads, and shirts. These epitaphs do not hide any of the
stains, the running colours, the rents and patches. Editor
Whedon, who is in miniature the representative of those
gentlemen upon whom Ezra Pound pours the vomit of his
Fourteenth and Fifteenth Cantos, lies in death
close by the river over the place
Where the sewage flows from the village,
And the empty cans and garbage are dumped,
And abortions are hidden.
The epitaphs make no attempt to conceal the sewage, the
empty cans, the garbage, or the abortions. Not the shames of
Spoon River alone, but the shames of a nation are exposed
here. The facts of the Spanish-American War as the soldiers
in the swamps knew them are related by a boy who went to
uphold *the honour of the flag*. Near him lies a veteran of the
Revolution, who endured the heart-breaking struggle of the
frontier and whose last word is: if the soldier who fought the
Filipinos is to have his grave decorated with a flag, 'Take it
from mine!*
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